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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Joined the Auto-Mobile Club, pounding along on 
their six days’ tour. Seemed to have enjoyed themselves, looked 
dusty and brown, and very enthusiastic about the machines. Left 
them to finish up by themselves, and made my way over to Isle- 
worth to help the Duke of Cambridge open the new hospital there. 
Afterwards had a very pleasant hour or two in Colnaghi’s Gallery. 
Then made off to meet J. G. Kotze—a gentleman from South Africa. 
Exchanged views with him (though would have much preferred to 
keep my own), and then hurried away to close the National Co- 
operative Congress safely and comfortably. 


MAKE YOUR GAME! 


From Austria (Vienna) 
News to-day we get, 
‘The Reichsrath (our Gehenna !) 
Has for business met.” 
Papers, too, reporting 
(Privilegely fenced), 
Naively say, ‘‘ The Sporting 
Season has commenced! ”’ 
Dined with the Lucknow garrison at the Holborn—better dinner 
than some of those we had in Lucknow together ! 


Thursday.—Went to a meeting in Lincoln concerning a statue 
of Tennyson to be erected in the Guildhall. Promoted by several 
people who ‘didn’t profess to underssand poetry.” Funny! 
Hurried off to the Nottingham Agricultural Show. Second day. 
bic good show—very interesting ploughs and sheep and cows and 

ings. 


Friday.—Spent most of the day pumping up my enthusiasm for 
an Anglo-American Alliance, so as to be in cue for the A.A. dinner at 
the Hotel Cecil. Got very highly charged with sort of dual 
patriotic electricity, gave off sparks and shocks all the evening. 
Atmosphere became also high-charged with same element. (Not 
to be confused with “new gas” just discovered.) Felt undying 
affection for my American brothers—’specially t'wards end of ban- 
quet. Well, well, excellent “trend,” but don’t let us get hysterical 
about it. 

BROTHERS. 

Britisher and Yank, 

This and that and t’otherly, 
Stars (and stripes) we thank ! 

Let’s be nice and brotherly. 
Brotherhood all hot ! 

Gréet each other pleasantly— 
Let us hope we'll not 

Fight like brothers, presently ! 


Dined also with the ex-Colonial agents, and topped up the day with 
G. W. Cable's recital at the Memorial Hall. Went home waving 
(and singing) ‘‘ The Star-Spangled Banner.” 


Saturday.—Went and arranged all Carmen Sylva’s dolls for her ; 
then disguised as a ‘foremast hand” rushed off to help sink the 
Merrimac in Santiago (of Cuba) harbour. Got back in time to see 
the Duchess of Albany through the 4th of June celebration at 
Eton, then had a look round Greenwich Observatory. Assured the 
Astronomer Royal that I found everything in a satisfactory con- 
dition, and got nicely off to Arbroath and helped Mr. Morley open a 
new public library in that classic spot. 


Monday.—Got down to the Guildhall as early as possible, and had 
a good look at the capital collection of French pictures there. Hada 
look also at superb collection of French illustrated books at 148, New 
Bond Street. Tore myself away to see the final arrangements for 
the re-occupation of Thessaly properly carried out; back again to 
re-open Parliament, and then settled down to Wagner at Covent 
Garden. Darkened auditorium and other fidgetty arrangements— 
bothered with their novelty—otherwise delightful evening. 


Tuesday.—Took Duke of York down to Portsmouth to commis- 
sion his ship; elected Duke of Connaught into Gladstone's place on 
the Trinity House Board, re-opened the Law Courts, helped H.R.H 
and the Princess distribute the prizes of the Masonic Institution for 
Boys at the Albert Hall, saw the new ‘thalf-past 5 o’clock” at 
the Crystal Palace, dined with Alderman Truscott and the Hospital 
for Incurables at the Metropdéle, then off to Buckingham Palace 


for 
THE STATE BALL. 


I was in a state when I got (rather late) 
Her Most Gracious’s kind invitation, 
But beg to relate that I went in great state 
(And a state of intense perspiration). 
I may state I was great, with the stateliest gait, 
As I danced without any abatement 
Till (with thirst) ’twas my fate to get into a “ state" — 
As described in the constable’s statement. 


Tue Sporrer. 
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Noricz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, sponta 
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A Literary Waiter. 


Old-Fashioned Gentleman.—‘‘ Waiter, chops and tomato sauce.” 

Waiter (an admirer of Dickens, to himsel/).—‘ Blest if old 
Pickwick ain’t come to life again! ”’ 

(Charles Dickens died on the 9th June, 1870.) 
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neously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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The Exhausted Humorist. 


I saw a sad and aged man 
Upon a doorstep lie; 

The clouds of care were on his brow, 
Salt rheum was in his eye: 

I asked him what he was; he said, 
‘‘ A humorist run dry!” 


Quoth he, “ Of old the shining gold 
Came lavishly my way ; 

Each week a wheeze I wrote to please 
All folk both grave and gay ; 

You saw no trace of careworn face 
When [I had said my say! 


‘* My jibes about the ma-in-law 
Cut keenly like a knife ; 

I gathered up the humours which 
Occur in household strife, 

Nor spared the benedict who feels 
The sharp tongue of his wife ! 

‘‘Of the New Woman craze I wrote, 


Of men sunk deep in wine— 
Stray’d revellers who homewards come 
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THE NEW SISTER. 
“Oh, Nurse, couldn’t mummy have bought it a little larger?” 
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“The Traditions of the Army.” | 


(‘Quite so! Findlater ought to have refused the Alhambra 
offer, struggled along to old age, and then gone into the work- 
house.’’— DAGONET. 


‘ You are droppin’ the pick o’ the Army.”—KIPLING. 





‘‘ Some, for hard masters broken under arms, 

In battle lopp’d away, with half their limbs, 

Beg bitter bread through realms their valour saved.’’"— 
—Youno’s ‘“‘ Night Thoughts.” 


A BALLAD of War Office slowness I'll sing you— 
A ballad of War Office speediness : 
But some salt-grains, to season the same, I will bring you, 
Before you devour it with greediness. | 
For who knows (since my Muse has Gilbertian tricks) 
That she mightn’t my facts topsy-turvily mix ? | 


I1.—THE WAR OFFICE 18 PROMPT. 


It was hinted, some years back, that certain fast-fading 
3alaklava and Inkerman veterans 

Were graveward through sloughs of deep poverty wading : 
And pressmen appealed for a betterance 

(If speaking in prose, I would betterment say ! ) 

Of so doleful a state of bold heroes grown grey. 

No sooner these hints to the War Office wended, 
Than up and out-thundered the War Office 
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Beneath the stars’ pale shine ; 
And all good jokes about the ‘ bike,’ 

3elieve me, sir, they’re mine!’ 

‘‘ Anon the seaside landladee 

| Came in for scorn and flout, 
| And scores of rhymes I’ve slung betimes 
Anent the country lout; 
| But now I’m starving in the land, 
Because my light’s burnt out! ”’ 
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“A truce to such a tale!” I cried, 
‘¢ Most sorrowful of men, 
Upon a ditty for the Halls 
Employ thy rusty pen, 
And use, where freshness is unknown, 
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Thy chestnuts o’er again! 








Henpecked. 


Spawker.—‘“‘ Your wife seems very 
fond of commanding you to do this, that, 
and the other.” 

Satupon (sadly).—* Yes, it’s her ruling 
passion.” 
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Dire poverty-pangs! ‘* And the wonderful speed 
Of the War Office (wishing its braves to be freed 
From grim Want, with its rearguard of tortures and aches) 
May be aptly described as ‘‘ a caution to snakes.”’ 





IIl.—THE WAR OFFICE HANGS BACK, 


A piper, who’d earned him the proud decoration 
For “‘ valour in sight of the enemy,” 
’Gan thrilling the hearts of the youth of the nation 
With his pipes in a playhouse till venomy 
Cavillers cried, ‘‘ Shall the noble ‘ V.C.,’ , 
Be thus used for the earning of base £ s. d.?”’ 


But the War Office thundered (those malcontents spurning) : 
‘This victim of true British hardiness 
Should certainly not be prevented from earning 
A living!” And fine was the tardiness 
Of the War Office—nay, its refusal—to mar 
The grand piper’s grand prospects as ‘‘ music-hall star.” 
Quoth the War Office, ‘*‘ Why should we stop him, forsooth, 
From inspiring and firing the souls of our youth 
With his pipes? And a livelihood eke make him seek 
As a janitor-loon at a guinea a week ?”’ 


There, now, my friends! If my song be sung truly, 
Why blame ye the War Office scurvily ? ' 
But if, peradventure, my muse so unruly 
Has jumbled the facts topsy-turvily, 
Then—looking on this picture, looking on that— 
Ye may fairly and squarely, with emphasis flat, 
To the War Office mention your solemn susp 
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“On Things in Generai.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


Russia is nothink if not artful. From 
wot I can make out, it appears she did a 
good deal over Port Arthur (that port's 
’ard to swaller) an’ Tali-en-wan— 
Chinese names, like Chinese pig-tails, is 
queue-rious—for some paper ses, ‘“ hence- 
forth Russia is installed as mistress of 
the Liao-Tung Peninsula.’”’ Under the 
circs., ’ow woud Lying-Tongue Penin- 
sula do? If Russia wants a place it’s 
often acase,so to speak, of Rus(s) in 
urbe, ain’t it? 

The wreck of the Merrimac seems to 
have been rather a (w)reck-less affair; 
one thing is, wen you read the Spanish 
an’ Amerrikin accounts of anythink that 
happens in the war you know ’xactly 
wot didn’t ’appen! It is said that Spain 
‘as more sunshine than any othur 
European country, but it’s ‘“‘under a 
cloud ”’ now. 

That “‘ phossy jaw”’ affair ’as come to 
a ’ead at larst. It’s a strikin’ instance 
of ’ow some things in trade are ‘‘ boxed 
up,’’ but sooner or later—as in this case 
—the lid is hopened, an’ the publick 
rubs its eyes wen it is confronted with 
sich ’orrers. But none of us can’t do 
wivout no matches, wich the Germans 
and others are eager to sell to us. 

There is a strong feelin’ in many 
quarters agin tram-cars runnin’ through 
Richmond, an’ if it comes to pass it will 
be ’ard lines for lovers of the bootiful. 
Richmond is wot I calls a ‘ booty 
spot,” but, if it has lines, don’t it stand 
to reason, on the face of it, that they 
will be a eye-sore? This is a wrinkle 
that I ’opes supporters of the skeme will 
ponder on. Richmond is endeared to 
me by many mem’ries; it was there I 
did all me courtin’ and got me fust 
black eye of marrid life. 

There is no doubt that we means 
bizness over Khartoum; there’s plenty 
of cataracts in the neighbourhood, but 
not all the cataracts in the world will 
blind us to the fac’ that the gallant 
Gordon must be avenged. We'll make 
them Dervishes dance, never fear! 

Mr. S. Plimsoll is dead. ‘Is ’eart 
was true to—not Poll, but Jack!’’ No 
man did more for our sailors, and there 
grief at ‘is deth is as deep as the ocean 
itself. 

I read that Lord Windsor ’as taken a 
publick-’ouse at St. Fagan’s. If ’is lord- 
ship will only serve in the bar I guaran- 
tee ’e’ll draw more customers than ’e can A DELICACY. 
serve. Fancy ’avin’ arf-a-pint of ‘‘ cold- 
fourpenny”’ ’anded to you by a real live 
lord! Why, the werry thort is fair 
intoxikatin! The arristockcrasy is goin’ 
into all sorts of trades; all I ’opes is 
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OvuTsipE AN East-END THEATRI 

Inquiring Party.—‘‘ Good gracio is, my man, you don’t mean to any you sell those 
large meat pies a penny a piece. W hy, whatever do you put ins de ‘em 

‘“ Well, ver see, my custome’s ain't ser pertickler abart that, ser long as the 


that they'll keep clear of laundry work, Vendor.—* Well, yer se 
‘“‘competishun is keen enough,” as the seasoning gives 1t em ot: 


razor-manufacturer remarked. 
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So oft, when they chatted at soirée or crush, 
He and She. Though their views upon art closely tallied, 


} 4 STS ir converse would change to a smart verbal drush 
rO Y¥ y YEMY ARTISTS. Their converse wou 

habla saaeMier ger oa - . As each other they artfully rallied. 

re , aU ; sf r . . ¢ , 
ters oreo pe euuia baie Then cupid anointed their by np his balm, 

§ O Ss ‘ ’ ‘ , oi ar ace “y viex or; 
Yet each on the other looked down, quite sure _ Soon n ithe . reccmagie x 3 the poe 

f treading the loftier level To him she gracefully yw palm, 
en i Pe grr Jt went with the hand he now sighed for. 





His conceptions she thought unconvincing and weak, . — 
And lacking in fine intuition. | - 
He laughed at her finiking, tricky technique, wey re semansten Agi aanin 
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He (prosaic).—** Well, 


Great Expectations. 
Tue Rat :— 


Aun! Caught! And all my dodges fail, 
And all my tricks are ended— 

No more from unknown ports I sail 
On voyages unintended 

No more at large I scour the seas, 
Unheard of and unsighted ; 

No more my enemy I tease ; 
My wild career is blighted. 


To think that I so soon should fall, 
And suffer such a trapping! 

It proves the wisest of us all 
Are sometimes captured napping. 

The bravest man may sometimes be 
As foolish as the craven— 

And seamen may be all! at sea 
Within the safest haven. 


To think of all the skill I spent 
In crossing the Atlantic ! 

In such a trap to thus be pent, 
It nearly drives me frantic. 
Sharp Yankee eyes did I avoid, 

The elements befriending 
Oh, can 1 wonder I’: 
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MORE PROSE. 


She (romantic ).—‘‘ Don't you love the month of June, with its lush foliage ? 
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you know, I can see the foliage right enough, but where’s the lush? I’m dry!” 


Ah, sad it is that all my wiles 
Were thrown away and wasted— 

Ah, sad to come these many miles 
With victory untasted. 

Though my performance is unique, 
The world will still declare : 

That it is doubtless magnifique 
Mais ce n’est pas la guerre. 


Though this is sad—I must confess 
The grief—all griefs to cap— 

Is that deceived by much success 
I chose, myself, the trap. 

I entered gaily—never dreamt 
Of entertaining fears— 

I thought it was from risk exempt— 
Hence all these bitter tears. 


SAMPSON :— 


Caught like a rat in a trap 
Spite all your dodges elusive. 
All your tricks Sampson can cap, 
Even your war ‘‘ notes” effusive. 
Sampson is still going strong 
Soon he'll be getting his fist in, 
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Sampson you've kept on the rack 
Wondering where you had got to— 
Santiago de Cuba, or back 
To Cadiz? All tommy rot, too! 
Sampson you've troubled too long 
With you tricks and your wiles irri- 
tating— 
Sampson, however, is strong, 
Likewise is ready and waiting. 


Well, we have caught you at last, 
How do youlike it, 1 wonder ? 
The die that’s to settle you’s cast, 
Now you must soon knuckle under. 
Thought you could bluff Uncle Sam 
With stale tricks and wit somewhat 
heavy, 
Ah, but he’s up to all sham, 
Also he’s down to his ‘‘ nevvy.” 


Yes, Sir, your little game’s up 
At last we havecaught you, Sir, tripping; 
The slip ’twixt the lip and the cup, 
Is the slip that you’ve, doubtless, 
been shipping. 
Yes, we have caught you at last, 
You, on whom Spain has depended, 
Fhe pace you will find will be fast, 
Till the Spanish rule here has been 
+ q 


AA 
































Junge 14, 1898. 





! 

















S 
N 
= 
g 
< 
q 


GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 
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“Fourteen Days; A Romance of Margate.” 
CHAPTER V.—“ RIVALS.” 


‘‘Conrounp the fellow!” muttered Algernon, as Harry Smith 
came towards him, “ fancy the low brute having the wit to take a 








“How NICE oF you, Mr. Firzwiliiams!” 


rise out of me like this. I can't kick him out of the place, or I 
shall have to bid farewell to the Perkins’ family and any chance of 
an alliance with one of the charming daughters, but, by Jove, I'll 
make it hot forthe snob. They surely will never cotton to a cad 
like that, even if he has a handle to his name. I must dissemble, 
as they say in the play.” 

‘My dear Faversham,” he continued, “‘I am delighted to see 
you. Permit me to introduce your lordship to Mr. and Mrs. 
Py and their charming daughters. (Don’t grin like that, you 
idiot !)”’ 

‘*Proud and ’appy to make your acquaintance, my lord,” said 
Mr. Perkins pompously, extending his palm, ‘‘ and I ‘opes it won't 
be the last time I shall have of serving—I mean, of seeing—your 
lordship. Keep it up, Betsy,” he added, nudging his wife, 
“we may get his custom.” 

Visions of future greatness loomed before “Pa” Perkins as 
he beamed on the supposed youthful aristocrat. Titled people 
might flock to his little shop at Peckham, and in that brief interval 
he had already reckoned up the cost of “ Purveyor of General 
Groceries to Her Most Gracious Majesty” to be added after his 
name on the sign-board. 

“Why didn’t yer come before, yer lordship?’’ chimed in Mrs. 
Perkins, taking her cue from her lawful spouse. ‘‘ We've just 
had such -a lovely dinner, It's only just gone down, and I’ll have 
it ‘otted up agin for you if you like. Or we've got a ‘am, one of 
the right sort, come from——” 

‘* Yorkshire, mamma, dear, wasn’t it?" said Harriet, breaking 
into the conversation. ‘‘ But I don’t think his lordship would care 
about even ourham. Lords live on very different od. I suppose 
it’s that that makes them so—so—— "’ 

“ Handsome,’”’ murmured Jemima, with a languishing look. 

‘« His lordship " seemed gratified with his reception. 

‘*Thenks,” he said, with an admiring glance at Jemima; “ but 
I ain't what you wer call ’u just now. Went on the ‘ bust’ last 
night, you know," he added, giving Mr. Perkins a playful dig in the 
ribs. ‘‘’Ave a r? These are all right. There's none of yer 
‘Tufers’ there, yer know.” 

‘‘ Tufers ?”’ said Betsy, half turning round. 

‘Yes, miss; two-fer threepence,”’ replied‘ his lordship,’ laughing 
loudly at his own wit. ‘ And as for 'am, I think it’s very good tack. 
I remember the time I was serving at——.” 

‘‘Faversham!”"’ said Algernon hastily. ‘‘ You—you will frighten 
the ladies if you tell any of your campaigning stories here.”’ 

“Oh! do tell us! We do so love to be frightened, your lordship,” 
said Harriet and Jemima, crowding round. 

Perhaps his lordship would loike t 








“Oh! papa. There’s such alot of common men there!”’ said 
Harriet. 

“Rubbish! I don’t mean the ‘arbour by the sea, I mean the 
harbour in the back garding.” 

‘I don’t mind if I do. It’s a bit ‘orf’ sticking in a room holiday 
time, ain’t it—er—er—Fitz? Come on!” 

“Holiday time? Ha, ha! You're a wag, my lord,” laughed 
Mr. Perkins. 

“Harry Smith,” whispered Algernon, as they passed into the 
garden, ‘“‘you’ve come here under an assumed name, and are 
making a complete ass of yourself. What’s the game?” 

“ Ditto, ditto, repeato, yourself. What’s yourn?” _ 

Algernon Fitzwilliams collapsed at the retort, and moodily watched 
the two elder girls fussing over the supposed lord, who was telling 
them some anecdotes in his own peculiar, racy fashion. 

‘“To think,” he muttered, ‘‘ that the mere title of lord should have 
made so much difference. If I had only known, I’d have gone in 
for the Simon Pure myself. Now, how on earth am I to try my 
luck with any of these girls while that bounding cadis about. I 
wonder if he would take a sovereign to clear out.”’ 

‘A penny for your thoughts, Mr. Fitzwilliams,” said a soft voice 
beside him. 

‘“‘T beg your pardon, Miss Betsy; I thought you were ‘lordship’ 
worshipping. I was—-er—er— thinking of you.” 

‘How nice of you, Mr. Fitzwilliams! Do you know—perhaps 
it’s unkind of me to say it—-but I don’t like your friend, Lord 
Faversham. Is he really alord? It seems to me he might have 
just stepped off the Sunday afternoon parade in Finsbury Park.” 

‘And where’s Finsbury Park?’ said Algernon, blushing, as he 
thought of the many Sunday afternoons he had “‘ paraded ”’ there. 

‘Oh! somewhere in the north of London. Of course, you don’t 
know, but I often went there when I was at—er—my aunt's 
house.” 

‘‘ Happy park,”’ murmured Algernon, laying his hand gently upon 
her arm, ‘‘ to have so fair a flower blossoming there! ”’ 





“ THem’s MY SENTIMENTS.” 


‘You forget the notice board. Mr. 


Fitzwilliams,’’ replied 
irawing hi arm av und glancing up at the windows af 
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always make such a fuss about it—if you’re seen. I am going to 
" se bap to-morrow. Have you ae been there? It gro 8 a 
oe YP ace, and so quiet. Quite away from the giddy throng, you 
“I was thinking of going there myself to-morrow. How strange ! 
Perhaps we shall meet. Are there kkee i 3 
sis 12 as orca parkkeepers and notice boards 


2 ap know, I am sure, but Mr. Fitzwilliams——” 
‘* Yes.” 

“ Don’t bring your friend, Lord Faversham, with you.” 

" I won’t,” murmured Algernon, and then added under his breath 
‘‘if I have to strangle him first.” 

‘‘ Betsy,” said “‘ Pa’ Perkins to his wife, as he gazed through 
the window at the young people in the garden, “I don’t like the 
way things are going. We shall lose that there ‘lord’ if we ain’t 
careful. I sent ’em out in the garden on purpose to watch quiet 
like. You see ‘Lord’ might want to choose any one of the girls, 
and there’s that Betsy—the best of the bunch—absolutely flirting 
with the other young spark, almost canoodling just now, I'll swear. 
We must get young Fitzthingumy out of the way till we've settled 
his lordship, and then he’ll do very well for one of the other girls. 
Betsy ought to have her chance of being ‘My Lady’ with the rest 
of ’em. Them’s my sentiments.” 

‘Law! Nathaniel,” said “* Ma” Perkins, admiringly, “’Ow well 
you have worked it out! Why, you're a perfect genesis!” 


(To be continued.) 








Waftings from the Wings. 

The Ambassador, a comedy in four acts by ‘‘ John Oliver Hobbes,” 
has succeeded The Conquerors at St. James’s Theatre. The theme 
of the play is what one would expect from a lady novelist. Very 
seldom is the latter found discoursing upon everyday happenings, 
such as the struggles of semi-gentility, or the common, prosaic in- 
conveniences to which the flesh is heir. Her hero and heroine must 
always be rich, moveamongst the highest social surroundings, nothing 
squalid or unembellished must attend their courses; poverty and 
starvation they know not of, and their apparel is gay, bejewelled, and 
of marvellous construction. She permits her characters to fall in 
love, and winds up the story with a splashing wedding. That is 
woman’s highest imagination and wish. ‘John Oliver Hobbes” 
has done no more than work out such a programme in The 
Ambassador. The hero is Lord St. Orbyn, an elderly bachelor, 
British Ambassador at Rome, visiting Lady Beauvedere at her resi- 
dence in the Champs Elysées, Paris. Her son, Sir William 
Beauvedere, is second attaché to the British Embassy at Berlin. 
He is engaged to a sweet young girl, an orphan, Juliet Gains- 
borough, of aristocratic lineage. She does not love her fiancée, 
who certainly is an emotionless bore. Lady Gwendoline Marleaze 
idolises Sir William. Juliet, at the opening of the play, has written 
to him breaking off the engagement. St. Orbyn comes upon the 
scene, and it is a case of love at first sight when he sees 
Juliet, who is not reluctazt. Vivian Beauvedere appropriates 
a cheque for £500, the property of his mother, forges her 
endorsement, and hands it to Major Lascelles in settlement 
of a debt of honour. Subsequently repenting, Vivian tells Juliet 
of his misery, during the progress of Lady Beauvedere’s ball, where 
they both are. Juliet says she will go at once (time 2 a.m.) to the 
Major, whose residence is just across the way, and ask him to 
restore the incriminating cheque. She slips away followed by Lady 
Beauvedere, and gains access to the Major, with whom St. Orbyn 
happens to be. The latter retires to an anteroom. The Major 
grants Juliet’s petition instantly. She, amidst a profusion of 
thanks, begs of him a second favour—to give no explanation 
of her visit to anyone. He promises. Lady Beauvedere un- 
expectedly opens the door and confronts Juliet and Lascelles. An 
attempt to upbraid, on the part of Lady Beaudevere, falls pointlessly, 
and she leads Juliet away. Then St. Orbyn returns. Lascelles 
bluntly tells him that he is forbidden to make any explanation. “I 
knew it!” exclaims St. Orbyn. “She would have been full of 
explanations had she been compromised.” He returns to 
the ball and comes across ivian, who has _ received 
the cheque from Juliet, and hears from him what 
a plucky thing she has done for him, and lets out gradually the 
whole matter. St. Orbyn takes and tears the cheque in halves, and 
burns the half upon which the endorsement is forged. A few 
minutes later he returns the other half to Lady Beauvedere with 
an excuse that satisfies her and the audience. Then Sir William 
manages, in an icy sort of way, to engage himself to the bewilder- 
ingly overjoyed Lady Gwendoline; a pretty reconciliation ensues 
between Lady Beauvedere and Juliet; the latter accepts St. Orbyn, 
and there’s an end of the comedy. It is all very beautiful ; the 
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— is artistic and pleasing, and the ladies’ dresses are consum- 
ons. 

Mr. George Alexander plays Lord St. Orbyn faultlessly, as he did 
@ similar part in The Princess and the Butterfly. We perceive very 
little difference between the two characters. Miss Fay Davis is a 
very pleasing Juliet. Mr. H. B. Irving plays Sir William Beauvedere 
coldly and composedly. The characteris clearly intended to pourtray 
such unattractive qualities, and the actor is quite equal to the part. 
Mr. Fred Terry again surprises us with his impersonation of Major 
Lascelles. ‘The latter is utterly unrecognisable from his Huge de 
Grand Pré in The Conquerors, a military part to which one would 
imagine his Lascelles would have some resemblance. A man of 
many histrionic individualities is Mr. Fred Terry. Mr. H. V. 
Esmond plays Vivian Beauvedere, a precocious youth, in 
all proper keeping. Lady Beauvedere is played by Miss 
Violet Vanbrugh, whose style is not overstrained. Miss Hilda 
Rivers, Miss Granville, Miss Carlotta WNillson each fulfill 
parts of subsidiary prominence, as do several other ladies in the 
caste, with a degree of appreciable collaboration. ‘John Oliver 
Hobbes” has put together some sparkling dialogue, which for the 
moment raises a laugh, but otherwise there is nothing indi- 
vidualistic or convincing in the comedy. The latter rests wholly 
upon its sumptuous environment for attraction. 


A special matinée of Mr. Thomas Bedding’s new three-act play, 
The Maternal Instinct, took place at the Duke of York's Theatre on 
the 9th instant. The first act opens very encouragingly, and leads 
one to expect strong development. The proprietor of a gambling 
house, excited over an accusation of swindling by one of his victims, 
dies suddenly of heart disease, and his decoy, who passes as his 
daughter, and to whom he has just previously announced his inten- 
tion of closing the house and going to New York, is cast upon the 
exigencies of fate. Five years are supposed to elapse between 
acts one and two. The latter is so involved with fresh 
incident as to be unintelligible to the ordinary mind, and its 
drift is only perceived, if the spectator is not too bewildered, in the 
concluding act. The title is incongruous and shadowy; crudity 
and looseness of construction prevail almost throughout the whole 
performance ; and a feeling of disappointment is experienced at the 
tinal fall of the curtain. The caste collaborated as well as they 
possibly could, and here and there, by excellent acting, effected a 
few engenne points, which an indulgent audience readily appre- 
ciated. 


Mr. Charles Frohman gave a special matinée of Sue, with Miss 
Annie Russell in the title réle, at the Garrick Theatre on Friday 
afternoon last. This is the play by Bret Harte and Edgar Pember- 
ton, adapted from Mr. Harte’s story, ‘‘The Judgment of Bolinas 
Plain.”’ Miss Ida Waterman, the Miss Varney of Secret Service 
fame, was in the cast, selected from Mr. Frohman’s Joo Much 
Johnson and Heart of Maryland companies. 


That dear, old, entrancing, fascinating book, ‘‘ The Adventures of 
Robinson Crusoe,” has been issued by Mr. W. T. Stead amongst his 
penny series. Many years ago we read Beeton’s edition, embellished 
with coloured plates, and the delight there engendered has never 
faded, nor has the volume left our possession. 


On the evening of the 6th inst. Miss Clinton Fynes gave a piano- 
forte recital at Portman Rooms, Baker Street, W., and was assisted 
by Mr. Bernhard Carrodus (violin) and Miss Gracie Humphrey ( 
child 8 years old, and a pupil of Miss Fynes). The chief feature of 
the evening was this child pianist. Her performance of several 
classical pieces was wonderful, the expression and interpretation 
being severally well marked. Among others, the Impromptu 
C Sharp Minor (Chopin), Bach’s Preludes and Fugues No. 1,5, and 
15, and Mendelssohn’s “‘Spinnerlied’ deserve mention. Miss 
Clinton Fynes and Mr. Ressineal Carrodus played duet (for piano 
and violin: a. Andante con variazioni; 6. Presto finale; Kreutzer 
Sonata, Beethoven). Mr. Carrodus played his new ‘Scotch 
Rhapsody” for violin and piano (first time of Lhe Igpeer gees * 
Needless to say, these pieces were admirably rendered, and well 
received by a large andience. We left overwhelmed with delightry, 


———— See 


Conjugal Amenities. 


Mrs. Snarle.—‘ From the y you treat me I suppose you t 
I’m merely a piece of furniture?” 
Mr. S.—* No; you haven't enough polish.” 

















Went Like Clockwork. 


Tiller.—‘ I’ve got a clock that won’t go.” _ 
Waggle.—‘‘ You're lucky. I had one that didn’t stop—a burglar 


took it.’’ 
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MISUNDERSTOOD. 


Visitor (calling for keys of church).—‘ By the bye, there are some rather fine 


gargoyles in your church, are there not?” 


Verger’s Wife.—*‘ 1 dunno about the church, Sir, but my good man always sez as ’ow 
yer can get as good a drop of gargle at the “ Pig and Pimples"’ as anyone ’ud want! ”’ 








CHL Lad YICKS 





The Bold Bad Butterfly. 


rAt a meeting of the South London 
Entomological and Natural History 
Society, the president (Mr. J. W. Tutt) 
declared that the male butterfly drinks 
more than is required for proper pur- 
poses.— Daily Paper. | 
‘‘On! I'd be a butterfly!” 
The ladies used to sing, 
Pretty flowr’s to flutter by 
In sunny days of Spring. 
Then they thought the butterfly 
A simple little thing. 


Now it seems that butterflies 
Are bold, bad things that wink, 
Unless savants utter lies 
(Unlikely that, we think), 
Nearly all male butterflies 
Are fond of too much drink. 


So. to be a butterfly, 

Young ladies will not hum, 
Since they’ve learnt how utterly 
Depraved they have become, 

For to be a butterfly 
Implies a taste for rum. 





Next Week. 
Next week I shall be thirty-three— 
How fast the years go gliding by ! 
Before I know it, I shall be 
Dyspeptic, stout, and elderly. 
My diet I must regulate ; 
Some outdoor exercise I’ll seek ; 
Give up my port—that ’48— 
At once, that is to say, next week. 


I don’t know how the money goes, 
But somehow there’s a deficit. 
It’s most annoying! I suppose 
Some luxuries will have to flit. 
Each time I smoke a decent weed, 
I burn a shilling, so to speak. 
I'll drop cigars, I will, indeed— 
Well, not to-day, you know—next week. 


Great Scott! I promised Uncle Jim 
I’d ask him over here to stay. 
Old bore! I had enough of him 
At his own place the other day. 
But I must pen a note polite, 
Or Som e’ll have a fit of pique, 
And change his will, just out of spite. 
I won’t forget to write—next week. 


The attic roof is falling through ; 
The butcher clamours to be paid; 
I’ve heaps and heaps of things to do 
That really must not be delayed. 
The pony has a broken knee, 
The kitchen boiler’s sprung a leak ; 
We're out of coals. Yes, I can see 
There’s plenty to be done—next week. 


| 
| 
| 








For Breakfast. 





Chocolat Menier | 


Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitiens. 





Seld Retall Everywhere. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 
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